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ON THE DEATH OP 


MISS CAROLINE CAMPRELL, 


DAUGHTER OF THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 


LORD WILLIAM CAMPBELL 


ON THE 


DEATH OF A BELOVED FRIEND. 


INCE 'tis the will of all-diſpoſing Heaven, 


To ſeize the boon it's kinder hand had given; 
Whether on carth thy friendly ſpirit rove, 

Midſt the once happy partners of thy love; 
(scenes where thy virtues reign'd, thy talents ſhone, 
And fond affection made cach heart thy own z) 
Or, bounding ſwift, has wing'd it's airy flight 

To the pure regions of eternal light; 

Look down, fair Saint, and O, with pity ſee, 
Where fad remembrance lifts each thought to thee. 
Accept the heaving figh, the trickling tear ; 

The laſt, beſt offerings of a heart ſincere. 

What tho' no coſtly hecatombs ſhould bleed, 

Nor lengthen'd train in ſable pomp ſucceed ; 

Yet 
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Vet ſhall the ſweeteſt flowers thy grave adorn, 


Waſh'd by the kindlieſt tears of dewy morn. 


There ſhall each friend, thy heav'nly virtues made, 
With pious dirge invoke thy gentle ſhade ; 
Like fragrant incenſe the ſoft breath ſhall rife 
And ſmooth thy paſſage to thy kindred ſkies. 

Severely kind, O why did adverſe fate 
Grant ſuch vaſt bounties with ſo ſcant a date? 
Give ſuch ſweet fragrance to this ſhort-liv'd flower, 
The virtues of an age to laſt an hour! 
It gave her wit might grace a Muſe's tongue, 
The charm of numbers, and the power of ſong; 
Th' angelic touch to ſtrike the trembling ſtring, 
And tune ſuch notes as it's own ſeraphs * 
But O! oer-bounteous, with that ſacred art, 
It gave each nicer movement of the heart; 
And her ſoft breaſt, with ſtrong alen fr'd, 
Felt the keen impulſe which thoſe arts inſpir'd. 
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Too great a portion of celeſtial flame 
Strain'd the frail texture of her weaker frame; 

The ſubtle fire too pow'rful forc'd it's way, 
Thro' the ſoft yielding mould of mortal clay: 
As the clear air in cryſtal priſon pent, 
Oft bande its fair but brittle tenement 3 
While in the duſt the glittering fragments lie, 
The purer æther gains it's native ſky. 

Ere the ſtern Siſters cut the vital thread, 
I ſaw, and kiſs'd her on the fatal bed, 
Juſt as her gentle ſpirit took it's flight, 
And her faint eye-lids clos'd in endleſs night ; 
No ſtrong convulſions ſhook her parting breath ; 
No tremors mark'd the cold approach of death : 
Her heart ſtill heay'd, with vital ſpirit warm, 
And each ſoft feature wore its wonted charm. 


Ah me! in this perplexing maze of fate; 


This doubtful, erring, varying, reſtleſs ſtate; 


Tho 
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Tho' guilt with ſwelling fail clate ſhall ſteer, 
With pomp and pleaſure crown'd, it's full career; 
Tho' worth like "OHM no pitying power ſhall fave, 
From ſickneſs, pain, and an untimely grave : 

Yet ſtay, raſh mortal, nor preſume to ſcan, 

By thy imperſect rule th' Almighty's plan. 

O cenſure not his ſovereign, high beheſt, 

But proſtrate own, whatever 1s, is beſt : 
Tudgment's the part of Heaven; Submiſſion, thine ; 
We may lament ; but we muſt not repine. 
Each has his lot (for ſo does Heaven ordain) 
His ſtated ſhare of happineſs and pain: 

And mortals, beſt it's juſt commands fulfil, 


When they enjoy the good, and paticnt bear the ill. 
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